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and position of every word and stop has been the subject of
separate consideration.
Tuesday, February i$th.
The preoccupation of removing to a new house (9 Fulham Park
Gardens) is now almost over, and after three days of incessant
manual work, arranging books, clothes, furniture, and pictures.
A householder for the first time, I find myself wandering without
aim through the house, staring at finished rooms, and especially
at the terra cotta effects of my new study, with a vague satis-
faction. But stronger, more insistent than this satisfaction, is
the feeling of graver and complicated responsibilities, and a sort
of anxiety for the future.
And I wonder, at the age of 30, whether the great game is
worth the candle. I return with regretful fancy to the time
when, with the lighter cares and the highest hopes that ignorance
could induce, I lived in Raphael Street, and in Cowley Street,
on about 155. a week.
To-night I have set to work on a long criticism of George
Moore.
Wednesday, February i6th.
As I opened the front door this morning to leave for the office,
the postman put a parcel in my hand. It was from John Lane,
and it contained the first copy of my first book.1 I untied it
hastily, and after glancing at the cover, gave it to Tertia to
read. To-night I looked through the tale, picking out my
favourite bits. The style seemed better than I had hoped for.
Sunday, February zoth.
Mrs. Clozier, charwoman, who seeks a separation from her hus-
band, is a rather shrivelled creature. She said to Mrs. Marriott:
" When I first came to London, I had fat red cheeks, and my
bosoms (making a large round movement with her hands) stuck
out like that. I tell ye I was a fine woman in those days."
The contingency of a war with France2 has worried me yes-
terday and to-day, just as if it were a personal matter. I have
wakened up to puzzle out all its possible unpleasantness and
bother and material loss.
*" A Man from the North ".
2 Over Far Eastern diffictilties.
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